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From the Best 


Author's Notes: 
Just a funny little story that came out very quickly. Hope you enjoy :D. 


A dark alley. 

Midnight. 

The perfect place and time for a clandestine meeting. 

He stands in the shadows, trench coat pulled high about his neck and trilby hat pulled down low. Steam pours 
out from the edges of a nearby pot hole. Its a scene from a cheap film noir. His breath puffs white against 


the cold night air. 


Tapping on the pavement. Little feet in designer boots. At first he can't see her, so small and dark in the night, 
but the bright red tip of her cigarette as she lights it alerts him to her presence. 


"You're late," he growls. 


"Fuck you, Hetfield | had to wait for Him to get to sleep," she snaps and tilts her head up, blowing smoke in his 


face so James coughs. 

"Aren't you a little young to be smoking?" 

"Aren't you a little old to be meeting Il year old girls in alleys at midnight?" 

Touche. 

James shifts uncomfortably, "Do you have it?" 

The girl nods, "I got what you wanted." 

"Are you sure..sure there's nothing you want for this? Money's no object you know." 

"| keep fucking telling you, Hetfield, | can't be fucking bought. | got my own reasons for doing this." 


A little hand in a wool glove reaches into her overcoat and pulls out a CD in its case. It's one of those plain 


looking ones that you buy at computer supply stores to burn things onto; music, photos, video, whatever. 
"Take it" 

James snatches the CD out of her hand, places it deep into the inner pocket of his coat. 

“There's some good shit on there, better than the last one." 

James frowns down at her, "You're very devious for a little girl." 

"| learned from the best," she smiles and takes one last drag on her cigarette before throwing it down on the 
cement and stubbing it out beneath the little black boots. A lock of red hair looses itself from under her black 
knitted beanie, she pauses to tuck it back into place. 

"You need a lift home or anything? | don't like the thought of you wandering the streets at this time of night” 
"Like | need your fucking protection," she laughs, blows one last breath of smoke and coughs, "I got a ride 
anyway. What about you? Doesn't your boy get worried about you, sneaking out like this at all hours of the 
fucking night?" 


‘Lars is a heavy sleeper. And please stop swearing, it's a little disturbing.” 


She just laughs again, an oddly familiar sound. James shivers and not just because it's cold. 


"You know how to contact me for anything else. Its a pleasure doing business with you, Hetfield" 
And then she's gone, slipping around a corner like a wraith. James hears the sound of a car staring up, driving 
away. He breaths out and shakes himself. Fuck, she's a creepy little thing. James waits IO minutes before 


leaving the alley, hand over the CD in his pocket. It's precious. 


Back home now. James sheds his coat and hat, peaks in on Lars, still asleep in the bedroom, none the wiser to 


anything thats going on, that's been going on for how many months now. 
James locks himself into his den, turns on the TV, inserts the disk, shaking already with excitement. 


The television flickers into life, it's a living room, ordinary just like this one. Lots of pictures on the walls; 


children in various stages of growth, family photos. 


The camera is focused on the TV, looks like there's one of those portable karaoke machines hooked up to it. A 


familiar girl's voice finishes a song, she wanders in front of the camera holding a microphone. 
"This is the best birthday ever, Daddy!" she squeals, red curls bouncing, "You do one now." 
"Aww, alright Sweety-kins. Give it here," Mustaine's voice whines from slightly off camera. 
He wanders into shot, holding the mike, "Choose Daddy a song, baby." 

"This one! [t's my favourite.” 


James settles back into the couch. Dave Mustaine, ABBA songs, what could be better? 


"You are the Dancing Queen, young and sweet, only seventeeeeen," comes Dave's nasal voice out of the 


surround speakers. 


Electra had been right. She did learn from the best. 


